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Author's Notes: 

mostly a vent story as i.. well i got a rude awakening today and now im facing my own picture of satans 
asshole complete with friends babysitting me to make sure i dont relapse. sorry if this is a lil disjointed its like. 
almost 3 in the morning and im at work ahaoa.. 


| stared at the ceiling. | couldn't do anything more than that. | couldn't move. | could scarcely breathe. 
Everything hurt and every movement came with the threat of upsetting my already upset stomach. 


| was empty in every sense of the word. Anything I'd managed to consume in the past twelve or so hours had 
been expelled, puked or shit out in spectacular fashion My stomach rolled despite being empty. My very soul 
felt as soiled as the sweaty sheets | lay beneath. 


| shivered uncontrollably despite being bundled in three different comforters, their pillowy softness feeling like 
lead. 


| took a ragged breath as a tear rolled down my cheek | needed to do this. | had no choice. Or so | kept telling 


myself, hoping that maybe, maybe I'd come to believe it. 


| could hear my mother in the other room. Pacing. She did that so often since I'd come back to detox. The guilt 
rose in me alongside an overwhelming need to roll myself over to heave. She didn't need this stress, having to 
care for her adult son that had neglected to so much as call home for five years. | heard her rush in as | 
coughed and gagged, felt her fingers pulling my hair back as | writhed to try and at least aim my mess off 
the bed she had tried so hard to stain clean only hours before. It didn't do any good though, there was nothing 


in me to come up. | choked and gasped on air as my stomach spasmed. 


She hummed quietly under her breath as she doted, trying to comfort me even as the tears rattled her own 
breathing. 


| sobbed, scratching at the sheets with chipped fingernails and releasing another pained cry when | touched her 


knee and became aware of just how close she was. 
God | thought, wondering why | had ever started doing the drugs that had brought me to this state. 


A hand smoothed down the back of my neck as | curled up into my mother's lap. Her smooth lacquered 


fingernails ever so gently raking across my stinging skin in an attempt to console me while | broke down crying. 


| hated having to do this. Hated being seen like this. Crying aside, | knew what | looked like. | knew what | 
probably smelled like. Skinny and dirty and unable to so much as brush my fucking teeth because | couldn't get 
out of fucking bed. It was safe to say | wanted to die. Getting high wasn't an option any more, it was either get 


clean for good or fucking die. 


Death was seeming like the better option Withdrawals were.. Well some would say worse than death, but it 
was like being balled up Satan's asshole while he submerged his oily body into a flaming pool. | wanted nothing 
more than for the torture to end. | wanted to back out and take the long route, get a place in the city and 
start at some fucking methadone clinic to wean myself off.. Christ, even going to the hospital would have been 
the sane thing to do. But no | had to go and show up on my mother's doorstep clinging and begging her not to 


get doctor's involved unless | actually started to die from complications. 


| clung to her now, shaking and trying to stop the fucking tears from falling. Trying to stop from smearing 
snot all up her leg as | buried my face in her jeans and let go. | didn't feel sorry for myself. Not at this point. | 
just felt bad DT's aside, | was a shit son for putting my retired mother through this shit. 


| never should have started. 


| never should have done this. Any of this. The band was.. It was good while it lasted and sure we were still 
working on a full double album, but we didn't have much longer. I'm sure everyone felt it. Things were falling 
apart at the seams and no matter how many times we tried to patch it up it still burst apart at the edges of 
each patch. California had been a mistake. Leaving home had been a mistake. Starting heroin and cocaine and 


drinking.. Those had been mistakes. Just a billion fucking mistakes grinding together into one colossal fuck up of 


aman that currently couldn't even lift his fucking head up. 
And still, that soft humming and whispered singing passed my mother's lips. She looked down at me as she 
rocked back and forth and tried to calm me. Like she didn't care about the sight that met her, or rather, like 


she was revering the fact | was even there at all 


"Close your eyes now and rest, may these hours be blessed. 


‘Til the sky's bright with dawn, when you wake with a yawn." 


| met her gaze with a pained expression. | knew this song.. She'd sung it to both me and my brothers when we 


were young. 


Tears hung in my eyes as | stopped hyperventilating and started on some pathetic half-wheezed sniveling 
instead. 


"Close your eyes now and rest, may these hours be blessed. 


‘Til the sky's bright with dawn, when you wake with a yawn." 


| couldn't fall asleep for the pain | was in, but laying there and staring blindly | thought | recognized some kind 


of forgiveness in her eyes. Acceptance. 
Her hand brushed over my forehead, thumb stroking down my cheek. 
'| love you, Jeffrey, its going to be okay.” 


| swallowed thickly, still unable to stop myself from jerking minutely with the spasms that wracked my body. 
Silent tears still streamed from my eyes as | stared. 


"You're going to be okay.” 


| slowly slid down back onto the mattress, looking away again as the feelings began to overwhelm me. | felt a 


weight leave the bed but not before a soft kiss was landed on my cheek 

"Hts almost over. You'll be alright! 

| looked over to the doorway when | saw her shadow retreating 

"Mom?" | croaked, cringing at my voice and not missing the way my mother flinched at the sound 
"Yes, sweetheart?" 


| looked away again, sniffling and slowly closing my eyes against the blurry thick feeling that came from crying 
and not being able to wipe my eyes. The next words felt heavy on my tongue and for a moment | doubted 


whether or not itd be worth saying. 

"You deserve better." 

| heard a sharp intake of breath before the silence fell. A silence finally broken by quiet footfalls and the creak 
of the bedroom door as it closed. | listened for a moment as | resumed my previous position of staring at the 

ceiling and sure enough, the pacing started again. Only this time it was accompanied by a break and shuddering 


sob that ended with a thump that could only be the sound of knees hitting the floor. 


Another mistake. Even trying to fix my mistakes | was making more. God Why did | do this? Why did | start 
this? Honestly, any other idiot with even half a brain would have known better. 


Anyone other than me anyway. | clearly didn't know my limits. 


